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the time he was not writing he spent studying Drummond
on evolution, Hudson on psychology, and all the books he
could find on anthropology, the inescapable fact that the
magazines would not pay ten cents a ton for evolution and
anthropology deterring him not at all.

Craving money to release him from his perpetual
slavery, he wrote passionate articles on socialism which he
knew he couldn't possibly sell, lectured for the Socialist
Party in Alameda, San Jose, and other small towns without
pay. He was strangled by the lack of cash, yet his friends
of this period report him travelling any distance to get into
a group where he could start a heated discussion on anthro-
pology. When he encountered Weismann's radical theory
that acquired characteristics cannot be inherited, he was so
greatly exercised he dropped all work and made the rounds
of his friends, open book in hand, to let them share the
great discovery. He who maintained that he would write
rot if someone would pay him for it, then proved himself
brutally inconsistent by writing about the things he believed
in, revolutionary articles and stories whose spiritual
brothers were even then reposing on the floor under his
desk. He wanted money, but the price the magazine editors
demanded for their money was too high for him to pay!
"I am firm. Everybody who has had a chance to know me
well has noticed that things come my way even though they
take years. No one sways me, save in the little things of
the moment. I am not stubborn but I swing to my purpose
as steadily as the needle to the pole. Delay, evade, oppose
secretly or openly, it's all immaterial, the thing comes my
way. Life is strife, and I am prepared for that strife. If
I had not been an animal with a logical nature I would have
stagnated or perished by the wayside."

In February, within a very few days of each other,
occurred two events, each apparently insignificant when
happening, which were to determine the external pattern
of his life. He accepted an invitation to luncheon in San
Francisco from Mrs. Ninetta Eames, wife of the business
manager of the Overland Monthly. And Fred Jacobs, a